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and a home; but the magnificence of the others ren an unsolvable mystery.
Another thing against me was, I could not act the least bit at rehearsal. Foreign actors will act ii blood at a daylight rehearsal, but few Americans c it. I read my lines with intelligence, but gave nc of what I intended to do at- night. Of course that Mr. Daly suffer great anxiety, but he said nothing looked at me with such troubled, anxious eyes that sorry for him. One gentleman, however, decided was — not to put too fine a point upon it — "a head/' He treated me with supercilious condesce varied occasionally with overbearing tyranny. Jui person in the theatre knew that I was really a actress, of considerable experience, and that was Lewis; and from a tricksy spirit of mischief he ke silence of a graven image, and when Mr. Dan H; took me aside to teach me to act, Lewis would re1 a quiet spot and writhe with suppressed laughter.
One day he said to me: " Say, you ain't cooki: a huge joke on these gas-balloons, are you, Clara? upon my soul you are doing it well — you act as as a cucumber/'
And never did I succeed in convincing him that not engineered a great joke on the company by dec rehearsing. One tiny incident seemed to give Mr, a touch of confidence in me. In the " Inn scene " lent storm was raging, and at a critical moment the < was supposed to be blown out by a gust of wind the left door, as one of the characters entered, were using a mechanical device for extinguishin candle, and it was tried several times one morning always, to my surprise, from the right side of the No one seemed to notice anything odd, though the streamed out good and long in the wrong direction '